THE BRONTES

By E. F. Benson

CONSIDERING how almost completely eventless were
their lives, the children of the Rev. Patrick Bronte
have been the subject of more minute and enthusiastic
research than any mortal family which ever existed. It is
true that in one small room in Haworth Parsonage were
written three masterpieces of fiction, but that does not
account for the insatiable curiosity that the smallest details
of their lives continue to arouse eighty years after the last
of them died at the age of thirty-eight. To account for
this we must look not to their writings alone, but to the
strange and tragic circumstances in which their books
were produced (and with "which those books were inti-
mately connected) and to the arresting individuality of
these very diverse young people.

Omitting the two other children who died in childhood,
the eldest was Charlotte. Physically she was tiny (Miss
Harriet Martineau described her as the smallest creature
she had ever seen except at a fair), she was very plain, she
was abnormally shy, disconcertingly silent, without a
touch of geniality or humour, censorious and harsh in her
judgement of others, possessed of an unwavering trust in
God and of an indomitable courage, and capable of both
giving and inspiring profound affection and love. Next
came BranweU. As a boy he showed the most brilliant
promise of them all. He died at the age of thirty-one, a
worn-out, dissolute drunkard and drug-taker. For three
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